T HE 


ANALECTA 


A POETIC ANTHOLOGY 


HARSHVARDHAN RAI 


ukiyoto” 


Ukiyoto Publishing 


The Analecta 
Paperback 


POETRY 
All Global publishing rights are held by 

Ukiyoto Publishing 

2967 Dundas St. W. #771 

Toronto, ON M6P 122 

Published in 2022 
Content copyright © Harshvardhan Rai 2022 
ISBN-13 (India): 979-888555393-3 
ISBN-13 (Overseas): 978-93-55971-31-9 
ISBN-10: 9355971311 
Library of Congress Control Number : 2022917009 
Open Library ID: OL39486844M 
Typeset in 7/10.5 pt. Adobe Stempel Garamond LT Std Pro 

First Edition - 2022 


THE ANALECTA 


® All rights reserved. 

No part of this publication may be reproduced, transmitted, or 
stored in a retrieval system, in any form by any means, electronic, 
mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the 
prior permission of the publisher or copyright owner. 


This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not by way of 
trade or otherwise, be lent, resold, hired out or otherwise circulated, 
without the publisher's prior consent, in any form of binding or 
cover other than that in which it is published. 


AN 
NE8X OFFICIAL LITFEST® 
ZO 22 


AUTHOR OF THE YEAR 
NOMINATED BOOK. 


il 


ili 


Table of | Contents 
PHOCU Sacecatdiece cousins uSeceterd aces tideiacceunwadecsuadeddesedaegaveed ceaau es baneeedeeteecneest ri 
About the author .o.ccccccscccccccccccccccsseceecceccccscesescesecececccececesseseuseeeeees 9 
“When I Saw Through the Wind 01” sisccsuctivessseaivishuvrsesastesiasocsviersiecs 13 
Fate’s Red Strings aiigncegachs sovnuwesiense sdbaieceddes daveassnsuecuedsedevenestiucceseesace 15 
For Me'to See Mess ssi ciaveeserescsgaacacuscseceeesssascussaanasserasiwetxedeusesenessnecs 16 
RGNAOM ses vestetccvustclecesiwesstuvssasccoutselccguinsiuattvssterccnvstinietacssssetuvssedds 18 
A POCh It VOU Cit csvasccvnstaseetesescatawesieseetenbstoesevesss tecanevsasccestsaescvesesss 20 
OF OE: secs ccasaiuaesausvnedes cevsncaders usensanesoeses Svapoea dapaobacesasasseesceusbedss 22 
I Had Stayed Sorcha adiduts te we us Guaie cu sud Gace Susie eee euuien toe cadens teed tee au oua ea cateues 24 
Lt FCT ses cvsacscivesedesceteesdsecnusecssevesicsanevdsedsavessecbsdevasesesetsendsssiebi'edes 26 
We Are Standing ese custiW seal etstyues cua sud snewivteaL Me sbeechoussondustadesecl wustueees 28 
Rejection Sub sapdidovanecaned saduiess dag duceeesecueeve caaduw eaten duSeduamedunvesssdeses taneiee 30 
“The Will to Keep Breathing” isdada badedeueubesensceranshetanvansnncecsduareerusauecs 32 
TGSSC0 cies cesta tecsndevase vata cevarcosadsccntvwststectiectscxstatcsdesGvetstuedvartiexsvedss 35 
Dream of The Day eugaund abu cd des ebdededuds ca taeee bie cd devead dame euce uaa inca aoe 37 
Questions of The Poet « vevsedoostercevebentdtocctacae@eseeendansitisaeaviveseieeeeadess 38 
She Said wa sitscusevesssetavesletedsesseswessusiveiueres sundevivs cavebeys dauee tes teviavebasue’s 41 
Lusty LidUr el Cup lS eicescccscccsksnkencev cute insesanvsisebenbeavesnaerseesdeedacttbewsesces 42 
“Too Lazy CO MOU ae eect AAA BANA 43 
"The ReminisCences.cccsccssas Gebcsuaateoveune ducovedestesesagageoeusas teeesaaaatesesteatecs 44 
VIP IELCA eek cstdetcnetheteeaiehncecd cae hveseiadand eis decd cians asibeceteseabeshaaeet aes 45 
I Had Stayed ie date'E date ie ue Uibind <a Gate uated ca sla iSislas cS vie aleia Odieiedlsien’sle spud ds cSsieSatiasGeieveadcs 46 
The Dream of a Sleep aba dbadacupsada sete ndede cee used oseeendseebhden devebesaedeuneseeacs 48 


Forst Movement scvecciccstasvadecsteaiaccveassdswstssneeectaadieeviapcdeccvecsedeveasdass 50 


iv 


CONSCIOUSNESS asec vive as soutien dccyst Coes vival abecedte el evkee dace vavele betel tiscbecdbi des 51 
Cosmic Twilight eer TTT SEPT TT eeTE POTTY rey TPE TERETE Tere 52 
OA, The Story Sea be tad Daaybeansedetebatinsis hid bees leaisidetu ta tieuis aobalimaigees 53 
Listen to MY CY ssvsscerssrscnscrsesonsessessesssenscnesersenseesasonseseeossessensenseee 55 
The Piety Del 2hcccesdteesecskbe ny sc Stecn eee Siete as Uae ie Sea wae 56 
la Your Darkness colociinieics wcsvccitatiedeetianiveas iors ciahiecee ee tecea tase 57 
A Big Bright White Dot .........csccecccccnssesscscccccnscecsecsceeccecesssescescenseees 58 
The Drop of Your: Moet hive ies, cued es sevivedaver visi sale sted edevecvedvacevivhoste vuecees GI 
She Kept Saying sbinedncdestatedesveveusecwinaieddevastarstereaweeevianiedes vavietabeavexes 63 
My Thoughts SB edescbe be Sac u cies ete Liisa abs och LE a ae G4 
Me at The Sediccsvicd dectiaseteese teases Fa 2ivaik <outis con bandos Pa Tineak osteo 65 
Tell Me Why They LOVE. YOU dcscesSescunsvevesnsiosscecaves ctestededecsooved sovscseeues 66 
TA the Five ccs ctesyca casas cok tebe ve deusSocege sutboceedenteedewsincaeeswtioces Seteeese 68 
Me, Her ev Poetry sidoaleelécSV od ea Glevived adder ves Mo ede aide eucs vides eee RE sees decdss 69 
We Stood Outside Under the Moonlight hiase sadcaecueitanterenssssteeeuneneseetiaces 70 
Sky of M pe ROSES Stine cade cad stdestvsutus cdetees oot cahita tate luleciatanilduaie seis 72 
The Way TE MiussY 0tbes fase 3i shed da Soa sec tik sot e's bs abn bas ieaab vs ccdb dh vases Bevis 74 
It’s That Time of The Year Again edabatag be eles Mh USaden a eebaae Medes Maebaes heies 75 
Lil’ I Know of Love SRA AbEs cuing aokan geeae eaten acaoencdet se eas Susan neue see eas cet a eabeeee 76 
THUS sass tes sch shee Coeadesde Ne aiGe oc cc bwhe mca dnadabuu nade walsh e teccatele Cate badee cabo 78 
BOOKIOP Ii Aivic bres nces ee iist cebbeute se Sov eaccns See ecetie ne Hk eee ass 80 
Too Good to Be Loved .......ccccsssccccesssececcesssccecessaceesessaececesaacessesaacers 82 
You Have My Love and All My MT GUISE enter e cc sster ta tocscoeuecsteenseas ter tense 84 
Prectotis MOmenES 3.02250 00638 Soi e tis despa Sua se vests Coose0 ck sesetetensebeebes Socteacen 86 
See Through My EYes ....ssccsscersscssscesscesseonseonseceseonsecenseonseeessoeneeeeees 88 
DONMEE se ode veiho ieiestacaede tied UoAse tA Iewl oe des Bows States aa Re eee re ee 89 


For Her — Even If That Sun Shines in My Cottage for OUTS .ccicesesecteexes 91 
The Final Daze of Sunlight scct.s acca wasatetanedviatiynestarenvias 93 
Something b Ubsadswdiate Saadobisalonesaindiwlos ded bean bona eobsbatatavecedtoedestsaetedeoa ing 94 
Fire! Thee Burn Thine Suna ..cccccccccccccsceccccccscecscccscecccccceccseseseseseseseees 95 
TL Seize the: FAUlts ees vscdeisbestavts sc hevce neve Stee eee tae ean sé Stees neen te escbeenice: 96 
To Loveto:' Be More Pure veces sa. ceccectssks ccasetsadascs qcuteiwucs seeds sues iasesusecess 97 
You Give Me the Joy of Having the Ability £0 SEC, .cccccccccscvcsccscscvesceceees 98 
Ode to Placidity. saddle see edt’ debe dtbeedecvevededeeelon debecUseUbcsvanededeertsecebecuneess 99 
Lady of: PUNET TC vase wilde veadeds cevina caesvauesedeevasdilevenbs vaueeienauede vaatsseceubas 100 
From Bounty of Nature for Limited Life speek ube Geeveecexottavet geste tutes IoI 
You Found Me on the Ground ....cccccsscccccesssececeessccecessnaceecesaceesesnaees 102 
Suddenly Hidden: tes eeosusstesedisiuse Su tauntie wu adel sist Sckouviedoniteledealiets 103 
VOU NCVer KIO ssccec rt Alecsst he ce teee loses coal bva es Bete ee deen eche cette ta beeen sk 105 
While Ambling Through the Field sevsssavccssssssivedeseetesedssusteisdecstecdetvees 106 
GV EB Or eacaeh ces nutdaviaathced ee ueaat east tay aka esl eS I07 


v1 


Proem 


From the times of major English poets 
such as John Keats, P. B. Shelley, and Lord 
George Byron; the world was flourishing with 
the aesthesia of Romance, beauty, love, emotions, 
sensations, empathy, and whims of intrapersonal 
thoughts. From the end of the 18"* century to the 
arrival of Modernism, human beings experienced 
a connatural overflow of emotions dwelling 
inside their mind. The world was floaty and deep. 
As time passed, the notion of human beings 
changed. Something took them away from the 
emotions, which are the fundamental fulcrum of 
being a ‘human’. Humans started manipulating 
their emotions, whereas some part of emotions 1s 
necessary to drive the mental state. The quality of 
human emotions got sabotaged. Humans turned 
into rapacious animals moulded with a humane 
method. 

I, Harshvardhan Rai, always preferred 
emotions over sensibility, which, in the current 
times, pushes me back in the race of being a 
perfect source of “material” producers in this 
world. But what gives me satisfaction is I trail 


emotions in a way that I am never out of them. 
My heart overpowers me with an immense flood 
of “sensational-optimism”. 

This book or poetry collection is not 
perfect, I know. But, it’s pure. It’s what my mind 
and heart together drive me to. It’s raw and naive. 
But as much as I am following my own trails, left 
by the continuous generations of thoughts, I am 
becoming better and better. As much as I am 
following the tree of words being grown in my 
mind, I am feeling a sense of maturity in every 
moment which is being crossed by my life. The 
fruits of that growing tree are ripening. This, The 
Analecta, is just one first fruit being plucked out 
of that tree... There’re many more to come, and I 
promise, many fruits of words will be plucked 


and presented for you all to eat. 


With all my love; 

With all my heart and soul; 

With the quest for blessings for me as a whole; 

I lodge the first fruit, this book; THE 
ANALECTA. 


With immense gratitude, 


Harshvardhan Rai. 


Author, poet, musician & human. 


About the author 


Harshvardhan Rai, a 22-year-old 
student but more of an admirer of literature, 
beauty and arts; seeks salvation in writing poetry 
and fiction, capturing the world through his eyes 
as well as camera, playing music and singing. He 
is a classically trained professional singer and 
instrumentalist, published poet and 
photographer. 


He belongs to Sawai Madhopur city of 
Rajasthan state in India, and completed his 
graduation in English major from the University 
of Delhi and currently pursuing his Master’s 
degree from the University of Rajasthan, Jaipur. 


His mind is constantly spellbound by 
Indian, Greek and Roman classical literature, 
architecture, art, mythology and history. He is 
highly influenced by the Romantic and Aesthetic 
movement of English Literature; thus, his heart 
has a big soft corner for John Keats, Lord Byron, 
Robert Burns, D. G. Rossetti, P. B. Shelley, 
Edgar Allan Poe, Mary Shelley, Oscar Wilde & 
Walter Pater. 
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He writes fiction and poetry both in 
English and Hindi as well. He wishes to be a great 
poet and writer in his life. 


The Analecta is his first ever published 
collection of poetry in English. He is also willing 
to publish his Hindi ghazal collection very soon. 
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Harshvardhan Rai 
The Author of “The Analecta”. 
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Dedicated to the Muse. . . 


“When I Saw Through the Window” 


When I saw through the window 
I saw a vast lurid cage, 
It was full of revulsion 


And full of boiling rage. 


The cage was so extensive 
That, just a few could ever see, 
It had an invisible door 

That never had any key. 


I stared at that cage 

It had so many birds, 

They were making promises 
But no one kept their words. 


No one saw the truth 

All the eyes were thrown, 
“Pain won't be called pain 
If it is never ever shown.” 


Pleasure is what they crave more 
On which they always mourn, 
Sadly! They all die already 


Even before they are born. 
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“They lack their sense” 

The point I did make, 

But they were so pretentious 
And they were so fake. 


I closed my window 

I opened my page, 

“That was what we deserved” 
I said at the stage... 
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Fate’s Red Strings 


Realizing that fate’s red strings bind me to you 
Puts my soul at ease, 

T always knew that 

We were destined to meet in this life 

And many others 

Our inalienable bond is like no other, 

A miracle from the universe 

A lyrical romance of infinity 

You are the pinnacle of my happiness, 

I could nestle my head on your breast for an eternity 
Letting your heartbeat provoke me 

To write the best love songs 

That stand the test of time, 

Just like our ties that can never be broken 

No matter how far apart 

We may find ourselves from one another 
Sooner or later, you call me home, and 

I steep my soul in your true essence 

Because no matter what, 

WE belong concurrently, 

Our love is not confined by boundaries, gravity, or death. 
WE are untethered within fate’s red strings. 
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For Me fo See Me 


I am here 

Open vulnerable 

and yet at my strongest 

no clothes no layers 

What you see is my bare me 

Exposed 

Just you to see 

My skin is my cloth 

We can paint our stories on it together 

I am yours as I reveal me at my strongest 
Bared unadorned 

As huddled by the vulnerability 
See-through it 

Eyes can be blind 

Reach for my heart 

As you touched my soul with your being 
See me as I see you 

Show me your corners that no one else has seen 
Discover my inner me 

My lips will tell the story 

The welts on my body telling their tale 
Their ghost 

Unravel what you can see 

but 

no one else will see 
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Show me 
Cause I’m blind 


For me to see me 


As you are seeing me... 
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Random 


Living in this complex world of today 

You may say it’s a maze with twisted ways 

What’s behind this evil that shines darkness in our sky 
Downfalls upon us as a wet blanket 

Of fear and terror 

Thoughts go fast around pounding 


In my head of my mind at my brain 
People play games some are insane 

They will draw you in and shut you out 
The truth they hide and then tell lie’s 
There is a pretty woman wearing a mask 
Then we find some evil man in disguise 
We all know who is the darkness of doom 


You can feel it. 


It’s all around us 

Everyone becomes twisted and goes away 

When a new day arrives and something feels 

good inside well to my likings and to your surprise 
You see this amazing remarkable beautiful woman 
She is sexy smart and yes sexy hot I cannot” 

You cannot turn your eyes away 

Your heart can not go wrong 
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She shines a bright light into your soul 

She can turn your sadness into a sweet song 
Now the world doesn’t seem so bad ‘does It’ 

It’s been a while ‘aren’t you glad you meet her 
Yes, she is a special woman’ Like no other before 
Today she will allow me to live and dream 

You see lovers come and go 

But friends should always stay 

So have no worries today let’s pray love smile 
and in all hope “Tomorrow will be a better day’ 
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A Poet in Love 


A Poet in love 

Always prompted to write, 
What battle it is, 

He is willing to fight. 


A Poet in love, 

Express what’s in his mind. 

Mostly in Love, Love that can define, 

A Poet in love, 

Express what’s in his heart, 

Whatever it is, he will never put him apart. 


A Poet in love, 
Makes the World go round, 
To hear all the Music, 


and how does it all sound... 


A Poet in love, 

Full of imagination, 

That’s why the words he defines, 
full of creations, 


A Poet in love is, 


full of Passion, 
that lead always, 
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In his writing fashion. 


A Poet in love, 
Is full of encouragement, 
that leads him always, 


to receive his achievements. 


A Poet in love, 

makes the words easier to find, 
It’s easy to release, 

What’s going in his mind. 


A Poet in love is full of dedication, 


to do his work, and gives inspiration. 


A Poet in love, 

always in love with the Poems, 
and always willing, 

to make it on his own. 


A Poet in love, 

is always feel the presence of Love, 
He is always in love, 

That is why lama... 

“Poet in Love... 
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Our Love 


Come to me 
not just in my dreams. 
Everlasting love 


so, it seems. 


From first eye contact 
to 4 cans of soup. 
Our love is like 


an everlasting loop. 


I love your smile and the way you say my name. 
Your eyes brighten up my day and make me smile the same. 


My lips that speak harsh truths are so gentle to the touch. 
You hold and mend my broken heart like a crutch. 


Pve always loved you 
no, ifs or buts. 
Since the first time, I saw you 


No words had to be said. 


It was instant love. 
Something that was felt 
not just in my head. 
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We’ve had so many encounters 

too many to count. 

Timeless memories 

no other amount. 

I miss you so much you’re forever in my heart. 
Together one day 

no longer apart. 


I really hope that one day 
Pll be in your lap. 

Melt into you 

and take a nap. 


All the time and waiting to make such sweet memories. 
As we do away with negativities and all our enemies. 
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I Had Stayed 


I had stayed where I wasn’t wanted... 
Wasn’t appreciated... Wasn’t loved. 
Much longer than I ever should have. 


I was the flower planted in a place 
Where flowers never grow... 
Where flowers are not watered. 

I was treated more like a succulent 
Expected to thrive on neglect... 
By being deprived of love... 
Barely surviving, slowly dying 

I was wilting away... 


Iam a flower, of love 

My environment needed to change. 
A seed rarely grows in too much 
In the dark. 

A flower rarely blossoms 

In the winter’s chill. 

I found spring... 

Planted my roots 

In a secret garden of love 

Where beauty is seen 


Only by those that hold the key. 
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Where beauty is appreciated 
For simple things. 


So yes, 

I walked away for me 

In order to bloom... 

I walked away for me... 

Not a minute too soon 

And I will do so again 
Whenever the water runs dry. 


Harshvardhan Rai 
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I’m Here 


I’m here 

Open vulnerable 

and yet at my strongest 

no clothes no layers 

What you see is my bare me 

Exposed 

Just you to see 

My skin is my cloth 

We can paint our stories on it together 

I am yours as I reveal me at my strongest 
Bared unadorned 

As huddled by the vulnerability 
See-through it 

Eyes can be blind 

Reach for my heart 

As you touched my soul with your being 
See me as I see you 

Show me your corners that no one else has seen 
Discover my inner me 

My lips will tell the story 

The welts on my body telling their tale 
Their ghost 


Unravel what you can see 


but 
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no one else will see 


And 
Show me 
Cause I’m blind 


For me to see me 


As you are seeing me... 


27 


Harshvardhan Rai 


28 


We Are Standing 


We are standing face to face 
Her sound of breath 

My ears can hear 

The air is touching our body 


Compels us to embrace for good. 


This meeting should work 
Work as to make us one 

One as the air changes its course 
My eyes try to say 

May her lips say something. 


I feel there is no heat 
The heat of the breath 
And may make me warm 
Warm as I forget 

The presence of chillness. 


The weather of outside 
Truly presents her existence 
Her coldness and the air 
Both chilled and numbed 


The ideal state for romance. 


Weather did nothing 
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How my presence might 
Warm the atmosphere 
Her coldness holds me 
And makes me restful. 
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Rejection 


The Fear of Rejection Was Stopping Me, But I Don’t Have 
The Time To Waste 
I’m Past Cloud 9 When I Place My Hands Around Your Waist 


I Know Lately Things Have Been Kind Of Crazy 
Buts There Is No Denying It Girl I Want You To Be My Baby 


I Want To Be The One You Talk About When You Talk To 
Your Friends About The One You Loving 
The One You Can Run To The One You Can Confide In 


I Want To Be The One To Keep You Warm When It’s Cold 
Give You A Hand To Hold 


Someone To Depend On When Life Gets Rough 
When You’re Not Here Pictures And Dreams Just Aren’t 
Enough 


Sometimes Can’t Find The Words To Describe Your Beauty 
And Don’t Disagree, You Look Pretty Damn Hot To Me 


I Want To Be The One To Loosen The Cuffs When They Are 
Too Tight 

Pm The One That Will Have You Smiling From The Break 
Of Dawn Till The Late Night 
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Cause The Truth Is If The Angel Of Death Came To Me 
Tonight To Take Me Off This Earth 
My Last Wish Would Be To See Your Face First 


Cause I Know There Is No Angel That Could Ever Match 
Your Beauty And Style 
Nobody On Heaven Or Earth Can Come Close To That 


Beautiful Smile. 


Harshvardhan Rai 
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“The Will to Keep Breathing” 


She spoke 
That she hadn’t the will to live 
Just that she kept breathing 


She contemplated it 
An utter nuisance, something 
That prolonged her suffering 


More than what she’d like 


She told Death 
That she could collect her later 
Death obliged 


Existence wasn’t treating her well 
No, she suffered and she was crying out 


For a release 


She hadn’t the will to live 
Not that she “lived” 
She just existed 


She still had that will 


To continue breathing and 
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She considered it a nuisance 
She suffered and 


She wanted that suffering to end 
Crying out for some release 


Death obliged her 
When she asked for a prolonged time 
And she wondered if that was 


The wisest choice 

Mortality was something 

She mulled over and, currently, 

Figured Death was far more gracious 

Then her continued drive to keep breathing 


The dead were luckier 


They didn’t have to suffer and, still, 
She wondered if she 

Envied their fate 

If she were dead, presently, 


Then her suffering would be ended, however, 


She still had that will to 
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Keep breathing 
And found it an utter nuisance 
As she had very few things worth 


Existing for 
Especially when she’s had 
So much of her existence 


Ripped away from her 

She couldn’t bring herself 

To attempt to summon Death sooner 
But she still suffered 

In the existence that was hers 


With that cursed will to keep breathing 
Crying out for a release 
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I Kissed 


Was. It. This? That I KISSED?! 

I reminisce 

subtle serpent swiftly suggested with one hiss 
Suddenly spell cast, spelt my last 

But I swear, it was just one kiss 

Pissed demons dissed innocence and this ended this initial bliss 
now in the abyss?! 

Was it this that I kissed? 

Skin, for me, shine, 

smooth like wine 

I swear she was mine 

When her waist she whines 

Was it this that I kissed? 

My eye couldn’t say nay 

Taste buds came alive and wouldn’t have it another way 
Flesh says no way 

Was it this that I kissed? 

Lips drip, 

peeps peeped, 

she strips, I trip 

heartbeat skipped 

hips gripped to take a sip 

road trip to ocean deep 


Oh, Lord! 
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Have mercy. 

Was it this that I kissed? 

It was one bite 

Quenched my light 

Opened my sight 

I’m naked and ashamed 
Fixed and broken. 

But 

Come you beats of my heart 
From all the hoes and chicks 


I shall take you to the romantics. 
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Dream of T. he Day 


I Dream Of The Day That You Are Freed 
So That My Passion, You Can Feed 

My Loins Burn With Strong Desire 

My Heart Swells With A Burning Fire. 


The Touch Of Your Hand Against My Skin 
Brings To My Face A Lustful Grin 

The Thought Of All The Things We'll Do 

Your Deepest Desire Will, Of Course, Come True. 


Your Arms Will Once Again Hold Me 
And I Will Beg So Passionately 

For You To Never Let Me Go 

And We Will Rock Gently To And Fro. 


Your Lips Will Touch Mine And I Will Quiver 
For My Desire Will Make You Shiver 

I Doubt We'll Make It Through The Night 
Without Some Squeals Of Pure Delight. 


So, Think On My Love Of That Wonderful Day 
When I Can Look At You And Say 

I Want More Than Anything 

Right Here Right Now, Make My Body Sing... 
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Questions of The Poet 


Are you a poet in your heart? 

Do you live and breathe your art? 
Is it easy? Is it hard? 

Do you view your work as marred? 


Tell me please, Id like to know, 
To me, it’s tiring, hard and slow. 
Of all the names that they call me, 
Wordsmith’s one I’Il take for free. 


Some have said that I write well 
Doubtful good enough to sell 
Not that that is what I need, 
Just thought of lust and greed. 


I worry and highly doubt 
Writing sorts my problems out; 
Talk they say, it always helps 
To benefit your mental health 


It’s not true as I can not 

Convert to speech that inner thought, 
So, silence is my usual pattern 
Thought a fool but what the matter 
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In writing now, I try my hand, 
But is it good and is it grand? 


From where I sit, I cannot see 
If I deserve their name for me. 


A Wordsmith should find words with ease, 
The very sound the ear to please, 

Or to the eye a tear to bring 

An obvious and easy thing. 


With paper anvil and pen my hammer, 
I beat and bend words in a manner 
Not unlike to smithing metal 

To try to form a flower petal. 


Even if this fact regardless, 
I need to end this inner madness. 


Writing to expose my feeling 
Only hurts and leaves me reeling. 


Tell me please, my reader dear, 
Do [hit the mark or near? 
Or am I shooting in the dark 


Showing weakness bright and stark? 


Do they tell the truth or lie? 
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I cannot ask for being shy, 
So here and now I turn to you 
And hope for answers in a slew. 


Give me feedback, all I ask 
Is some honesty in this task? 


If any of you had the time 
To make the end a lengthy rhyme. 
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She Said 


“And, 

Slowly he made love to me with his words. 

He undressed my soul as I gave myself completely to his 
desires. 

My moans - more intense as he spoke into my ear 

His lips caused sighs that my own body did not recognize. 
Let me drown in your way of expressing yourself 

I want to lose myself in your mouth. 

Come - 


Let me be your favourite poem...” 
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Lusty Laurel Curls 


I could never ever forget the day I swim 
Under your ocean of calm and tender lips. 
As the brilliant clouds over your twisted rim, 
The hallowed radiant smile of your kiss. 


I could never ever forget that lovely wink 
As your eyes of stars lead my dreams. 

The fountain of every love pours as milk 
Truly lucky hearing that heavenly screams. 


I could never ever forget your molten whole 
Under your flavoured lusty laurel curls. 

As you embrace me, I drown my soul 

And travel to heaven - frosty island of pearls. 


The Analecta 


“Too Lazy to Mourn... 


“Too lazy to mourn 

Too Harsh to get torn 

To all those got succumbed 
Have you ever been born?” 
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The Reminiscences 


Dancing along with the waves, 
Enjoying the breath-taking view of the stars. 
Drawing my kind of constellation at sandbars. 


Remembering the moments back 

When we were chillin’ here, 

Talking about life and other stuff. 

Sharing favourites likes and dislikes. 
Sharing corny jokes, talking shit. 

I just remembered how happy we were 
That midnight. 

Thinking about when will it happen again— 
Will it happen again? 


Truth slapped me so hard 

That everything will never turn around, 

You'll continue walking away from me 

And am left at the corner— 

Am left with memories to cherish—memories, Il always 


miss. 
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Untitled 


I’m delighted to see the exterminated trees 
In my sapful garden, which had some bees 
I called myself to see my garden for the last 
The blight in present, when I was in past 


My tears rolled down to sparge the dry soil 
I gulped my pain and calmed the turmoil 
The scent of the lesion was carried out to my nose 


People who thought my words were just a prose 
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I Had Stayed 


I had stayed where I wasn’t wanted... 
Wasn’t appreciated... Wasn’t loved. 
Much longer than I ever should have. 


I was the flower planted in a place 
Where flowers never grow... 
Where flowers are not watered. 

I was treated more like a succulent 
Expected to thrive on neglect... 
By being deprived of love... 
Barely surviving, slowly dying 

I was wilting away... 


Iam a flower, of love 

My environment needed to change. 
A seed rarely grows in too much 
In the dark. 

A flower rarely blossoms 

In the winter’s chill. 

I found spring... 

Planted my roots 

In a secret garden of love 

Where beauty is seen 

Only by those that hold the key. 
Where beauty is appreciated 


The Analecta 


47 


For simple things. 


So yes, 

I walked away for me 

In order to bloom... 

I walked away for me... 

Not a minute too soon 

And I will do so again 
Whenever the water runs dry. 


Outside the Window 


Outside your window 

there’s a light 

that needs the night to be seen 

you are 

that light 

shaking frightened in the unknown, in the unseen 

but there’s the night that you need, the canvas, the pen 

but there are the stars to mark your way 

and there’s you, the idea, the creator of a symbol 

and you can’t create without a sense of fear, a sense of maybes, 
what-ifs 

somehow, you’re looking for them, inviting them to stay at 
the table 

to motivate you 


the dark, the fear 
the good misery. 
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The Dream of a Sleep 


I was on my bed getting ready to sleep 

To dream... to dream to be asleep 

Every hour my room gets darker and darker 

So, I tried to turn on the lights 

But nothing changes, it’s still dark inside 

I was not scared, it feels like home 

But I feel that ’m not welcome anymore 

I tried to close my eyes and feel the warmth, 

To help myself fall asleep 

It’s cold, I tried to put my blanket on 

Still dark, still cold 

I rolled out a little bit, turned the music on 

Then turned it off, music is no fun at all 

My eyes began to sweat 

One drop, two drops, three, four---I lost count of it 
My phone suddenly rang, a friend probably missed me 
I was wrong, that’s a reminder I set years ago 
Saying “just sleep, honey” 

My eyes still sweating, my heart-breaking 

The sun starting to wave from my window, the moon bidding 
goodbye, roosters screaming 

I’m still in bed, my eyes dried up, the light still on 
Sunlight touches my face but it’s still dark, still cold 
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Someone knocked on the door saying I need to wake up 

I closed my eyes for a bit 

As I opened it again, nothing’s changed 

I’m still in bed eyes sweating, wrist watery, still dark, still cold 
No, you’re wrong 


I’m not sad and alone, I just dreamed of being asleep... 
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First Movement 


First Movement 


With a single strike 
She stopped time 


With a single note 
She moved all 


With a single tear 
She has given it up 


With a single song 
Her life seemed wrapped up 


The pain in her movement 

Yet the grace it portrayed 

Like the moon shining brightly 
Her sorrows were hidden in beauty 
Like the melody she plays 

A hundred emotions, it portrays 


Like the sweet melody of her heart 
It breaks silently apart 

She was all but a mess 

But her pain was hidden in beauty... 
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Consciousness 


The witching hour came rushing 
Through wilderness hot and burning. 
Swaying thoughts, amid downpouring, 
Emotions that dwell are flaming. 


This...this darkness frees me from pain. 


Beyond, where I shall dance with rain. 
This...this darkness free me from pain; 
Grant me the peace, give me my plane. 
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Cosmic T wilight 


When I was young, I had dreams of the most bizarre, 
A flight in starlight and touching stars. 

Falling asleep, 

Dreaming stars and not counting sheep. 

They do say that dreams can come true, 

Just believe and do what you have to do. 

But that was years ago, 

Now in my spaceship cargo. 

I pulled down my Astro helmet and stared into 
destination, 

Filled with bravery, filled with determination. 
Clicking and clacking gears, 

Waves and greets of goodbyes with saltwater tears. 
Spreading my wings of fire, 

Flying to my heart’s desire. 

Sprinkled stars of light, 

Blinking bright in cosmic twilight. 
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Oh, The Story... 


Oh, the story 

Just got finished 

It was started from the Ending 
It was finished 

In the Beginning... 


Beginning, 

That never happened. 

So much so, neither did I. 

T could lock myself 

In an empty room. 

But, full of Myself. 

Yet, I was outside... 

With someone who locked me, 
And, that was me. In a room - 
With no door 

Which was never opened, 

Just as I never looked at me then 
I never came out 

Oh, you see me! 

Well, really? 


You see me? 


So, we played a game of cards 
And I got two different cards 
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Play! 
The game begins, and so do I... 
An opponent that I get to see 


Is what I need to see 

You stole the Card. 

I stole the You 

I stole the me. 

Now, the games came 

And, I saw losing myself against me. 


Now, I see myself frequently 
On some fluffy leaves 

Of autumn 

Waving down to the earth 
And I see what they do 

With the World 

They just leave... 
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Listen to My Cry 


I want you to listen to my cry, 

Hear the calling of my voice, 

Just take a look at the sky, 

And now we all have a choice. 

There will be times when you feel alone, 
The feeling of being lost in the shadows, 
You think that your life is lived only by hate, 
Believe that, truly you have sealed your fate. 
You think you are nothing, 

In your eyes, you are a zero, 

But to others you are something, 

In their eyes, you are a hero. 

It does not matter with your past sins and scars, 
To all of us, you are perfect for who you are, 
You think that your life has no meaning, 

To your loved ones, you are their reason. 
You may have done terrible things... 

It does not make you a terrible person... 

Just search what you truly love... 

And be the person you want to be... 

So, this is my message for all of you, 

The lesson for you to see the truth, 

Let love come to your life and entwine, 

And never forget to Let Your Light Shine. 
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The Piety Devil 


Satan chasing the Devil inside me 
This evilness shall clearly misguide thee, 


Unmask me, O! You Son of Perdition 
“We are piety”, dislodge the definition, 


See, Hell is here, so, where are you? 
“We make it good”, see they argue, 


We act as good; we are the devil! 
What do you think, only you are evil? 


Stop chasing me, start leading them 
When they lie, what they do is ‘ahem’. 
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In Your Darkness 


In your darkness 
You crave me 
Because of my light 


And in your loneliness 
You hate me 
Because of my light 


In your greediness 
You want it all 


All my light 


Not to shine 
Just to have it 
Alone in your darkness 
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A Big Bright White Dot 


I will be the hitch, 

To this tale of love 

Of this Moon and the Earth. 

Pll make this sky my Canvas 

And I will be 

The colour of the clouds. 

I 

Will break the sight 

Of both of them. 

I will make sure 

They do not get to see each other. 

I will paint the sky with clouds, 

I will hide that Big Bright White Dot 
Placed by Him 

To guide us in darks 

Or to aggravate our scars. 

I will put myself in between 

And will see how He blows the wind, 
To subrogate me 

I shall make sure 

He no longer replaces me. 

I will stare at that white grubby thing 
And will ask, 

“What it takes to be loved 


Even after having such a 
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Big Splotch?” 
I shall see, 
How he changes his size 


When questioned, 

But cannot hide his macules. 

I will see, 

How he shows the path of ships and whales 
And how each and every vessel sails. 
I shall make sure 

How the rays of the yellow dwarf 
Do not reach any wharf. 

The only emission of light 

Will be my plight 

A night without the moon 

Soon 

Afternoon, no sun in June. 

A flame in my heart 


Shall give life to the earth 

The waters in my eyes 

Shall pour like the rain. 

But where does that revolving clod go? 
He is there 

Somewhere 

Between me and the sky. 

He is there 


But now a painted dark. 
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I painted him 

With the colour of the night dark sky. 
There, the white is colourless, 

But up here, the dark is... 
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The drop of your mouth 

I taste, on my lip 

Is nectar to the love deep within my heart 
Is rose to the desert of my life 

Is sea to the volcano in my mind 

I chose to take you inside mine 

And keep you forever until 

It delights the way I never needed to chose 
I touch those 

Things which are touched by you 

I smell those 

Things which are worn by you 

I keep those 

Things which are kept by you 

Or aren’t they? 

I may have failed to get you 

I never failed to have you 

I touched your soul 

And that is the closest I can get to you 
Ever. 

I touched the bare waist of you 

When you kept your eyelids down 
Down to my chest 

And I lifted up 


Your face 
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So that our eyes match 
And create a straight invisible path of love 
Where we exchange words 


Through those two pearls 

And I, 

Who stares at you 

Like a child stares at his most fav thing 
I bring myself close 

Close to those pink soft rose petals 

I make you silent... 

But I make us speak. 
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She Kept Saying 


She kept saying, 

Staring straight into my pupils. 

I was noticing the breeze 

That was making the hair coming 

On her face. The curl, came 

On her pale face. 

Her black curl, made 

Her fair bright face was much brighter. 
I was having my eyes 

On her lips. 

Seemed like a mango slice 

How they were moving. 

She was speaking 

The words of her heart and it seemed 
Like her heart came 

To her lips. 

Her pink-reddish lips 

We’re shining like the Sun of dawn. Preparing, 
For raising 

A daylight. Forever. 
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My Thoughts 


My thoughts 

Did not have words, 
Nevertheless- 

They were understood 

As if, a Day 

Without a Sun Ray 

Was fired with a Flambeau 
Of affection. 
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Me at The Sea 


Let’s keep the seashore aside 

And, scrape the ground with the knife 
While I inhibited the sea beside me 

I spilt out a drop of the sea inside me 
Never and ever, shall I go? 

To dig down and swallow. 

As I dragged me down 

The Sun started becoming Brown. 

I ran inside me and covered 

The distance from me to me 

I stopped. 

And, saw myself going down 

Into the sea that I dug. 

I threw the knife 

With the colour of love bedewed 

On itt... 

I breathe in the Sea now 

I can dive somehow. 
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Tell Me Why They Love You 


Tell me why they love you, 

And I will ask the rose 

Why they love the dews of Spring 
At the Winter’s close... 

Why are they so tricky? 

Loved by all, hated by me 

I will gladly answer you, 

If they answer me. 


Tell me why they love you, 
And I will ask the flower 
Why it loves the thorns, 
Or just their power... 

I will ask the lover’s heart 
Why it loves the moon, 
Not the truthful Sun 

On a night in June. 


Tell me why they love you, 

And I will ask the page 

Why do you always act? 

When the world is no more a stage 
Why the lover heaves a sigh 

When their heart is true; 


If they will answer me, 
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I Am the Fire 


Tam the fire you will love to catch 

Tam the vibe you will love to match, 

Oh, dear! What is there to scribble on the canvas 
When I am the colour, you will love to mismatch. 


The door you wish was open for you 

To open it, dear, did you ever have a clue? 

You see me with those giant dusky eyes 

But with that unpleasant thought, you never grew. 


Oh. So, you think you had me then 

When I had the page but you had no pen, 
But you distorted the you inside me 
When I lost the you and you lost me, man. 


Thank you for freeing me up like a bird in the sky 
Like a heart with no beat, like an eye with no cry, 
I somehow learnt to feel what I have to now 

That you are the only rule I don’t have to apply 


Dear love, the wounded me have no scars left 
However, the pain remains from this soothing theft, 
I am the sea who could have merged that river 

“But every sea is made a bin”, I finally exhaled. 
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Me, Her e Poetry 


What I am to poetry, 

Is what she is to me 

Poetry is an endless depth of unspoken emotions. 
She, a melody whispered by words we dream to be. 
Both are 

An unintended yet organised confusion. 

What poetry is to me, 

Is what I am for her. 

A vitality to me as a whole 

Sweet melody for the agonized soul. 

I adore, 

Like she says, 

You are a lexis of profound prolific metaphors... 
Our love, 

Putative enough as of the medieval’s 

An unwanted exchange of peculiar languages 
Of she the spirit 

And me and my all evils. 

A look of her lustre 

Coerce my mind to wonder at the moments 

She appears. 
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We Stood Outside Under the Moonlight 


We stood outside under the moonlight, 

Gazing at the stars as we thought of what the future holds, 
With your wings around me, 

Holding me tightly from behind, 

Pulling me towards your soul 

As your soft hands ran through my hair, 

I felt an urge inside me, 

A burning sensation of desire, 

Of a feeling so calm and sweet, 

Of a gap only you can fill, 

The passion heated me, 

As I had my way with my hands on your twin mountain tops, 
With my body next to yours, 

As you whispered sweet nothings into my ear, 

Telling me about all the naughty things you wanted to do to 
me, 

You bit my earlobes, 

And I slowly caressed your neck with my tongue, 

Making me hotter than burning coal, 

Sending flames of desire down my spine, 

I found all I wanted was you, 

All you wanted was me. 

To give me a moment of ecstasy 

In a place, I haven’t been to before, 

Suddenly drops of rain started falling, 
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And heavy downpour ensued, 


You held my arm and off we ran for shelter, 
As we innocently got into bed, 

Tightly holding on to each other, 

And involuntarily your toes curled... 
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Sky of T he Roses 


You are so beautiful tonight woman 
While coldness, naked, 
Plays ona violin 
Silences! 

Give me back love 
Rooms melancholy walls 
Touch me 

with slim fingers 

of passion 

Touch freely woman 
Don’t be afraid 

Because, 

the walls are cold tonight 
You are my dream 

You have come 

With the statue of my soul 
Which you stole 

While a long time ago 

I was laying 

Deep inside of you 
Strange, isn’t it? 

My lovely, woman 

How much 

I need to grow 


In your weed garden 
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How much 
I need to suffer 
In the sky, of the roses 


Without speech 

And finally, me to pay 
For all my travels 

In black venous blood 
So, if you leave, 
tonight woman 
Tempestuous will be, 
the sea 

As will sky, of roses 
Because 

A long time ago I lay 
Deep inside you 

My lovely woman... 
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The Way I Miss You 


Sunny days seem to hurt the most 

Workdays are only just your memories hosts 
Rainy days sing back your talks 

All your smiles around your face 

All your laughter under the rain 

Lonely days make me doubt that you’re gone. 
As am left with pain heavy as a coat 

I feel you everywhere I go 

Like the air that I breathe 

Your memories keep taunting me in. 

I have turned pages of our past away 

Waiting for your remembrances never to hunt my days 
But it’s all vain. 

God knows how I miss you 

Like the birds miss their wings when it’s gone 
Only my heart can tell how I adore you 

No one can take your part. 
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It’s That Time of T he Year Again 


It’s that time of the year again 
When hearts are eager to be there 
Where the streets are painted red 
And love smells fresh in the air 


It’s that time of the year again 
When roses are a banner of love 
And violets are a fragrance of joy 
Shared with unwithered affection 


It’s that time of the year again 

When music is in the heartbeat 

When souls dance and merge 
Entwined by the rhythm of two hearts 


It’s that time of the year again 

When the night is the nest of love 

To count the shimmering stars 

And to kiss under the moonlight beam 


It’s that time of the year again 
When love is not dead 

But alive in every scene 

In every song and letter sent. 
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Lil’ I Know of: Love 


Love 

T’ve fallen into it once or twice 

Yes, it does exist beyond imagination 
And its depth? Deeper than infinite deep! 
In describing it 

Hmm, where do I start from? 


Where it comes unplanned 

Or where it manifests unannounced? 
Where it chooses not class or race 

Or where it prefers blindness to 20/20 
Where it makes 24 hours not enough 
Or 5 decades a mere flash in a lifetime? 


Love 

No one can say 

I’m going to fall in love 

With you and end you up in their heart. 
Nor can it be bought off a mall shelf 
And gifted to one admired, desired. 


Love 

is a strange feeling, stranger still 

Its effects on those favoured to feel it. 
Love makes submission find its definition 
Taboo loses its prohibition and affection 
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Become the only garment of adoration. 


Love 

Is the purest of intoxicants 

Yet the very worst of poisons 

It’s so, so beautiful, it ends up ugly 

It hurts, either way, loved or broken-hearted 
Destined to be lost at the end of the day. 


Madness or insanity, which is the worst? Love! 
It’s an incurable disease, defying all brews 

It doesn’t make sense, not at all! It’s crazy! 

It’s like making progress, only backwards 
Some believe in it, others sad for them don’t! 
Ask me not why please, for truly I know not! 


Now, that’s the Lil’ I know of love... 


Harshvardhan Rai 


78 


Lust 


My body has a lust for you, 

As sweet as pollen is to a honey bee, 

From early light and the morning dew, 

Until the sun sets, I'll always crave thee, 

Until the day my lungs forget how to breathe, 

Until the day my heart forgets how to beat, 

Until the sun no longer sets over the flowers of the heath, 
Until the birds forget the melodies they tweet, 


Pm punch drunk with a lust for you, 
From the moment I fall into blissful sleep, 
From the moment I fall onto it so deep, 


Nothing will wake me from the sweetest dreams of you, 


I lust after the scent of your skin, 

The sweet smell that our lovemaking brings, 
Whisper me in the touch of your hands, 
Taking me deep into faraway lands, 


I lust after the exquisite taste of your lips, 
It does something to me, my mind and my hips, 
The feeling it creates deep in my being, 


All inhibitions within me fleeing, 


I lust after you, I give you my word, 
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Just as nectar is to the hummingbird, 
I desire every part of you to keep me alive, 


For me to function and allow me to thrive, 


I lust after you over and over again, 

Taking over my heart and certainly my brain, 

You're a beautiful human, for whom my earthquakes, 
Without you in it, my whole world shakes... 
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Bookworm 


She loves books 

She does 

Her nose is always in one 
A bookworm 

One might say 
knowledge her pursuit 


I love to watch her read 
Such intensity there is 
First thing in the morning 
Last thing at night 
Plus, when ’m home 
From work 
And even after the tea 


Obsessive you 
Could say 

A passion for her it is 
Yet when we chat 

It is beautiful 

As she articulates 


What she has read 


I love to listen to her words 
As she brings them 
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From the page 
Enthralled am I 
Every time 


Damn how I love 


My little 


Bookworm. 
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Too Good to Be Loved 


The first hello was an outbreak 

When her sparkling eyes deepened into mine 
As if she was to find her missing piece 
Making my heart pound in skipped beats 


From then I realized she was too good to be loved by me 


Her curved body spoke in languages Id never learned 
Speaking of the inner beauty she’s always kept hidden 
Perhaps for the one, she was to crown her king 

For every string attached to her skin 

Shouted in silence that she deserves love without margin 


A text sent grew into a conversation 

As we shared our opinions and facts about love 
From her mouth exiled only words of the wise 
Painting a vivid picture of her beliefs 

And luckily, I was a poet who understood her poems 


As each breath-taking moment came and passed 
The love from deep down grew wildly 
The grains inside us singing the songs of the angels 


We saw light in everything that was dark 


It made us believe love is that last unicorn 
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There’s but one wish I’d ask a sorcerer to come true 
That she becomes the one I spend my forever with 


Harshvardhan Rai 


84 


You Have My Love and All My Trust 


You have my love and all my trust 

You have my undivided attention 

My love knows no conditions 

I lay dying in your arms, bleeding just for you 
Within these words, my heart pours out 

This love knows no conditions 

This love has no malice or lust 

For this love is only yours to take 


You shined a light where there was none 
You brought hope when all was lost 

You showed me the beauty I had not known 
Gave me a home I’ve never known 

I got lost in the vast pool that is you 
Encompassed by your charm 

I got lost in my love for you, 


You are rare 

You are magic 

You are pure 

You are everything all in one 
The golden treasure we all seek 


I promise to love you in every way 
I promise to love every tomorrow 
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I promise I love you 
I love you today tomorrow and all forever 
For this, I promise 


I promise my love for you, 


I promise my love is for each and every tomorrow. 
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Precious Moments 


How he loved her 
From the moment he saw her... 
She loved him so 

Every night with their 
Arms around each other 
After the day was done 
He would read to her... 
She loved the echo 

Of his Voice and how 
The tone and pitch 
Would change with 

The storylines and 

The characters. 

Even the ruffle of the pages... 
Every so often, 

She reached out 
Touching his fingers 
And gently 

Touching his lips 

He smiled, 

Gently kissed her 

On her forehead 

As he kept reading... 
Within his arm 

Around her... 
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She slumbered 
Into sleep. 


Tomorrow, 


The storyline 

Would continue. 

For now, 

He gently 

Carries his wife 

To their bed, 

Covering her with their 

Down comforter... 

Dimming the light, 

As he passes by 

Her all books of Keats 

Those she read to him 

He cherished the echo of each word 
Thinking he could not possibly love her more 
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See Through My Eyes 


When thy annoying mate, yet, dies 

Shall — thou beholder, snag his eyes 

Thy longing, which loud, yet slowly reins 
Shall — be encountered after his remains 
For those sights, O, thy naive soul craves 
As I rest, in damp dark concealed graves 
Thus — thou shall attain thy surged urge 
Whither, I rest in the realm as I merge 
Now — how thou see the world’s hue 
With a poor grin — and eyes in dew? 
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Sonnet 


You may see an undefined prose 

None really spring to the mind, 

Until she glances upon the rose 

Who is, of the wondrous kind. 
Standing out amongst the crowd 

My seized eyes are the only thing loud. 


Her petals lay so perfect and fine 

Surely tends to be a dream of the dream, 
Felt nothing—but a feel of divine 

When my eyes encountered her gleam. 
She conquers the creations on this land 
An ancient rilievo with sparkling sand. 


It’s not the air—which I consume, 
Not the blood only runs through my flume. 
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Fiend in Her 


Kissing sparks, each sacred spot 
The lightest touch shall kindle fires 
In patience, edged to summon hot 
Wickedness hoists arcane desires. 


As lips may charge the lightning bolt 
Shudders her skin, despite the heat 
With measured amps, in lieu of volt 


Juiced where sultry pleasures meet. 


Planned and plotted, purpose placed 
Erogenous premises at prey’s mark 

She begged deployment, a bit faster—paced 
Restrained releases as he beckons in the dark. 


Until the form ought to suffer more 

She permits engorgements, he further acts 
Weathered she, aeons of torture to endure 
As he incites in her the riotous attacks. 
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For Her — Even IfT. bat Sun Shines in My Cottage for 


Hours 


Even if that Sun shines in my cottage for hours 
My rosy Spring arrives with no bloom of flowers 
I, however, want to be possessed by Her powers 
Choosing Her fierce fire over flourishing showers 
I choose to be Hers — and Her glee will be ours, 
Flaring like the sun, for Her face like Sunflowers. 


II 


All through my being, I slew my heart’s crave 
Putting wedges in the cist — laying in my grave 
Carrying the burst of the gale, I drove to mere wave 
Murdered Her million dreams for just one to save! 
How Her path of burning embers brightens my pave 


How Her heart’s master was once my mind’s slave. 


III 


Sitting near the burning vent of Her wavy red fire 
Wondering how I attained the most exigent Desire 
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Knotting Her torso with mine with an unseen wire 
Yet they could behold that with ease, all and entire 
Out of belief, I ever will be entitled to Her to aspire, 
Now I am wrapped around Her like an evident attire. 


IV 


Let you not tell me what your head’s norms think 
Pve seen both the Sun and the Moon together sink 
Your outcries are scarcer than the creak of our clink 
I have unravelled Her archaic ties with just a blink 
Your frivolity about how I melted Her to drink 
Would not cease me and Her from our abyssal link. 


Vv 


When the yolk of my gapes keeps rolling over Her 
Her striking blazes move everything into a blur 
Skims my dormant soul caressing as a hare’s fur, 
All I carry is my love for the godlike soul of Her 
For the coming of Her sight, even the dusks defer 
And the evil sends an Angel and makes me of Her. 
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The Final Daze of Sunlight 


The final daze of sunlight. 
Exiting my worn vessel. 
Shades of dust emerge. 
Denied access to heaven... 


Days of unforgiving arise. 
No mercy for sins. 
Blackened stardust skies. 


They won’t let me in... 
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Something 


There is invariably something sexy about you. 
Something salacious, sensual, seductive... 
Something alluring 

Hidden behind that cuteness of your smile. 
Tempting my serene breezes of air, 

To turn it into a robust storm. 

Flaring every bit of love I possess for you, 

As my passion coaxes me to attain you. 
Infusing my demon, my devil — yet full love. 
The demon — in a dream of relinquishing itself smilingly 
In your Auburn hair, 

Trying to caress every ounce of your existence 
With its gentle generous gestures. 

Trying to capture your quiet hushed moans 

To create a hitch of sensuous melody. 

Owning every pleasure and pain of yours 

To let your inches, know whom you belong to. 
Your beauty — is the sun for the demon inside me 
Scorching me with your desires and love 
Forging the tendency of more. 

And every bit of you 

Sets a chain reaction 

Within me 

And in the end 

I’m bound to you— 

Owning every bit of you inside me... 
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Fire! Thee Burn Thine Sun 


Fire! Thee burn thine Sun, 
Be pacified — 

For mine glazes that run 
At Her gleam — 

That prick mine and none. 
Alas! Hedone — 

What lustre thy overdone! 
Eros! Dip me — 

Into thy might as one, 
Shall She sigh — 

“What Keats? What Donne?” 
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I Seize the Faults 


I seize the faults — to quit. 
But never ever, I enlist 
The intent of relinquishing 
The adequacy of my life; 
If it gets chosen: 

I may cast it off, 

Unless I rase it off: 

It surely would never go 
Out of my eternal clench. 
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To Love To Be More Pure 


I kiss cold lips 

Your skin snowy white 

Your heart which gave so much love 
Will beat no more 

This is our final meeting 

The longest goodbye 

Which will haunt me 

Until I too die 

A heavy sigh erupts 

A solitary tear trickles down my cheek 
And I turn slowly away 

Feeling hollow. 


When the roses bloom 

I obey my heart to love everything 
When change 

When the silver river 

Becomes pure 

Turn everything into true 

Upon the mountains 

Upon the fields of corns 

Deep shadow of gold 

Glowing my eyes with a soft look 
Changing my mood 

To love to be more pure. 
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You Give Me the Joy of Having the Ability to See, 


You give me the joy of having the ability to see, 

My eyes have never met a more delightful thing than you. 
You are the Sparrow, the bird, to the Whale inside me, 
Neither can you dive into my sea, nor can I fly with you. 


You cannot skim into the vast weak world around me, 

I cannot ever swim into that infinite world of you. 

What agony we do share! How painful it has to be, 

The only thing our worlds matched at is this colour Blue. 


Though I can never leave the skin of this ocean, 

I want to wield an eternal breath and join you at the shores. 
You would want me to leap into this grim deep passion, 

I would want you to soar high, breaking all the doors. 


All of this would put together a ledge between us, 
A distance we would never be able to close. 


My poor eyes will scream to the sky above them 
To find the sight of you sailing above my head. 
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Ode to Placidity. 


Belong to none, but Thy lost Satan, 

Mourn many Adams, Her eyes do greaten. 

Her mind so framed, yet thoughts Thy fierce, 

What heart She loves? Her heart they pierce! 

Floats through the trances, Her sights do glow, 

A Sapient against the norms — what worlds did grow! 
Her eyes carve Her name, Her name so mild, 

She wanders through the cages. Strolls through the wild. 
With all the odds, the clotted Her smiles 

With each stride to dream — the child in Her dies. 
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Lady of: Auxerre 


If these walls could utter 

They would say of many tears, 

For the brokenness currently known 
Has hung around this shack for years. 
Possessive an odd pain 

A pain — that was disguised, 

This new pain is visible 

She wears it in her eyes. 

She is soared into a monster 

A raging flame from embers, 

Her mind skips the happiness 
Somehow her heart remembers. 

But the remembering is faded 

Like the blooms from the Sun, 

Their grace — unappreciated 

Left unadorned by anyone. 

She latched them in a box 

To occasionally reminisce, 

Of a time, that she had the joy 

A time: that is truly missed. 
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From Bounty of: Nature for Limited Life 


The sound I listen to chirping birds’ fun 

With spreading cool breeze blossoms pleasures scent 
This verdant-like divine love for earth’s son 
Dreaming journey of fresh spring adjacent. 


Never songs be silent in green nature 

Painting hue blooms, witnessed pale golden caves 
All I seek, different coloured pictures 

With lashing the noisy rough seashore waves 


No words of joy in summer sun trees shades 
Watching foot of nature with modern dance 
And the food you dip in well for garden mood 
For healing, you care in the lap of a glint glance. 


Illustrations of the moon witnessed evoke 


For bleating voices of stubble revoke. 
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You Found Me on the Ground 


You found me lying on the ground. 
Dare not move or make a sound. 
You found me with my heart in two 
I clung so close, that touch so true. 
Your words you spoke fulfilled it all. 
I never dreamed you'd let me fall. 
You brought me back off from my knee. 
That devil smile took all of me. 

I gave your love a million tries. 

You turned away lost in my cries. 
Running demons in my mind. 

Love will bleed as love is blind. 
Screams of whispers in my mind. 
Speak no words, I know your kind. 
All I know is you touched my soul. 
No one again will fill that role. 
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Suddenly Hidden 


Together with being accompanied 
But suddenly hidden 
Where to seek you. 


Merrily being confluent 
But suddenly sunken 
Where to meet you. 


Lovingly being duetted 
But unexpectedly changed the tunes 
Whether you sing new lyrics. 


Together flavoured the fruits 
But flown off quietly 
Where to roost the nights. 


Being inflamed wildly 
But left not sprinkling drops 
Whether you hide in the corolla. 


Being deeply pierced 
But off not remove the thorns 


Whether you lie on mattresses. 


Being brought to tears 
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But left not wipe off 
Whose heart is captured? 


Being dispersed in the dust 
But not pick up dearly 
Whether you prey on others. 


Being muddy my life 


But not wash off the dirty 
Where are you plunging? 
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You Never Know 


You never know 

All day long I walk amongst you 

A friendly greeting 

Casual conversations 

And yet 

Would you ever know 

Beneath what I wear I wait for your touch 
My desire and arousal so very evident 
You never know 


If you ask... maybe you'll see this & so much more... 
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While Ambling Through the Field 


While ambling through the field 
I brighten up the sky, 

The ground stays yet sealed 

Its cloud above though cry. 

My paces sink to the ground 
My corpse stirs in front, 

The cloud brings in sound 

The sun hikes in hunt. 
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Farther... 


The Man — I love, but how I do? 
The answer, I know, none of me knew. 
I just got elder — but, He just grew, 
A gap did ravel and the warmth flew. 
I felt Him — closer, I saw Him — farther... 
(And) He wraps His glance on me, as armour. 
We lacked a touch, that I always craved, 
“My son”, He says, and my soul is saved. 
Our words were less — our wait was immense 
He was a forest — all deep, dark, and dense. 

I dreamt of the day — 

‘Where He holds my hand, 
Calls me his — and makes me stand. 
I wait for my eyes — all damp and dank, 
My heart races quick. My face goes blank. 
My soul splits, and falls apart, 
How silently He resides, all in my heart. 
One — J — smiles for the source of my birth, 
One — His son — cries, as He fills the dearth. 
I wrap my trilling hands, around His chest, 
Our shoulders go moist, where our chins rest.’ 
And... I live with such a reverie — 
Asking myself, “does it ever be?” 
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The Warble of: Elegance 


God truly has some favourites 
And she is His the one, 

The Sun sprays no shine. It’s 
Her eclat prims the Sun. 

The moon shares no bravery 
Who looks at her in darks, 

His rays snuff her savoury 
Pouring such garish sparks. 
The sky rains the clouds, 

But with silent thunderstorms, 
Why drops make no sounds 
When they hit her in the swarms? 
I wonder — Aphrodite is 
Jealous of her elegance, 

No term is to be found by his 
Such lofty eloquence. 
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A Ghazal collection from Harshvardhan Rai is coming soon... 
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